
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Song of the Conqueror of Women 

I am the Conqueror of Women! 
My body is swiftly strong as the storm in spring, 
And beautifully large as the pale gold sand beneath the moon. 
I am long-limbed and thewed like the cliff, 
And curved in mighty curves like the shore about the sea. 
My voice in love-making is as birds warring. 
It is as sea-gulls shrieking, in the ears of women; 
In anger — ai-k! how terrible in anger is my voice! 
It splits the hearts of women, like Yethel pecking clam-shells. 
Ai! They follow, follow my bright moccasins 
Through the crooked trails of the woods. 
They break my hunting scent ; they scare my fishes — 
Ak! ak! ak! love-seekers! husband-snatchers ! 
Foolish, foolish and unwise, you dance after a ghost! 
I am Many-Faces, the Dandy; I wed none. 
I wed none, I miss none. I lose none. 
I am the Conqueror of Women! 



SONG OF THE FULL CATCH 

Here's good wind, here's sweet wind, 
Here's good w'nd and my woman calls me ! 
Straight she stands there by the pine-tree, 
Faithful waits she by the cedar, 
She will smile and reach her hands 
When she sees my thousand salmon ! 
Here's good wind and my woman calls me. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Here's clear water, here's swift water, 
Here's bright water and my woman waits me ! 
She will call me from the sea's mouth — 
Sweet her pine-bed when the morning 
Lights my canoe and the river ends! 
Here's good wind, here's swift water, 
Strong as love when my woman calls me! 

THE CHANGE-SONG 

Death's first snows are drifting on my cheek, 
Pale are my lips 
As the kiss of Cin-Uza ; 
I lie low and still. 
Near me crouch my silent kinsmen, 
They hold the breath and wait the hour of wailing; 
They have wrapped the scarlet mourning blanket 
Round the shoulders of the oldest man ; 
He has taken their sorrow. 
He droops at my door 

Like a bleeding hawk where the eagles have battled. 
He is so old he feels not any grief, 
His heart is cold, 
In his ears no sound is, 
And in his eyes no light. 

Therefore have my kinsmen given him their griefs — 
Because the dawn leaps clear into their eyes, 
Because the sound of women's feet 
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